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knocked at the door. A woman answered with a volley of
abuse. No, there was no telephone here/ This was not
the office of the Soviet. She wouldn't open the door for
us or for anyone; and the Russian equivalent of * Get to
Hell out of here'. We thought we had made a mistake
and we went back to the house with the light. By this
time one of the children, a boy of about ten, was interested,
and he dressed to come out and guide us to the office. He
took us to the same door as before and we knocked again.
Another volley of abuse. Natasha was splendid. She
said she was a high government official and she had a car
full of ambassadors stuck on the road. If the door wasn't
opened there would be ' bolshoi scandal'. The only reply
was more abuse.
* Very' well', said Natasha, 4 we shall go to the chairman
of the village.'
The boy was enjoying all this and he readily agreed to
take us. It was midnight by this time and we stumped up
the village street and knocked on the window of another
dark house. The same explanations were shouted through
the window. No, we couldn't see the chairman because
he was away, but this woman would come down the road
with us and wake the deputy chairman. So the party of
us—Natasha, the boy, the chairman's wife, one or two
neighbours, and myself—felt our way down the dark street
to another house, and knocked on another dark window.
The deputy-chairman was a woman, very efficient. She
immediately grasped the situation. She would come down
with us to force the office caretaker to open the door and
let us into the telephone. So, neighbours and all, we went
back to the office of the Soviet.
We knocked again. There came the same volley of
abuse from inside. Then the deputy-chairman spoke.
There was a scraping and the door opened. They forgot
what we had come about and fell into a long discussion on
citizenship, all talking at once. After a few minutes I said
\o Natasha,' Please remind them that we want to telephone

